
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



RAIN-PRAYER 



A broken ploughed field 

In the driving rain, 

Rain driven slant-wise 

Over the plain. 

I long for the rain, 

The dull long rain, 

For farmlands and ploughlands 

And cornlands again. 

O grey broken skies, 

You were part of my pain ! 



FAME 



Fame is an echo 
Far off, remote — 
But love is a sweetness 
You taste in the throat, 
Friendship a comfort 
When twilight falls. 
But fame is an echo 
Through empty halls. 



SONG OF SUNLIGHT 



Sunlight is in my eyes, 
Every house edged with light ; 
Open fields are before me, 
Mountains across the sky. 
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Alice Corbin 

What have I to do with cities? 

Here the gods are clean, wind-swept. 
They run along the hills, 
Mad with sunlight ; 
They tumble into a deep canyon ; 
They take hold of a cloud 
And swing with it — listen ! — 
They drop far off, noiselessly, 
Beyond the blue mountain. 

At night they lie down under the moon. 

Do you see that hill move — 

Heavily, like a sleeper, 

Wrinkling his skin, 

Moving the contour of pines and rocks, 

Resting his hips? 

It is not far to the stars, 

Not far for them to lean down and whisper . . . 

Sunlight, I am mad with your light. 

Rocks, I have never known you before. 

Earth, your red canyons 

Are sluiced through me, 

The crests of your hills 

Break over me — 

I ride upward to meet them. 

Alice Corbin 
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